POETRIE 


POETRIE 


A.K.A. SHIFT OF ULL 


by 
d’ygwah 


it 


PQOETRIE 


E(PIILOGUE: 


accumulating to a singular point 
a climax, or standing point 


of sorts 


suddenly rushing away 
suddenly rushing away 
was I here yesterday? 
was it my house at all? 


moving limb by limb, slowly 
a mechanism only ever flawed 
the circuit that mimics itself 
evoking a world out of nowhere 
to fill a functioning necessity 
nor streamlined, nor directed 


in a way or another 


BACK WARD)S 


there are 175 flaws in the picture 


I’ve envisioned 
commissioned to be drawn 
on parchment sheet paper 

90x45, large enough 

to hold the world 

but not the tiniest star 
light unbound and untouchable- 
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<<<<<<<<|| FORWARD, NOW... ||>>>>>>>> 


recognize we are not perfect 
feel we’ll probably never be 
sO 


changing - a way to lose shape 


integral pain 
logic beyond understanding 


why are we not perfect 
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DEN 


[excellent build-up of overtones] 


sweetly singing - intensely feeling 


is this what it means to remain dead? 
there are other forms a body can 
assume, after life 


beyond the decomposed one? 


can we dream, or better 
fathom, or better 
prophesize 
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a mechanical form of the body: 
an architectural expansion of biological working 
up to a boil, and then 


in the territory of metallic fusion 
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an evaporated form of the body: 

entirely contained within the boundaries of a single atom 
but yet unable to stay still for enough time to be 
observed, judged 

and thus moving ever upward and downward in every direction, 
mocking 

shape and resistance 

electrocuting infidels 

bypassing bystanders 

reduced to less 

than dust 
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a monumental form of the body: 

ever still, freed from reason and unjustified in every just form 
somehow lost always undressed of 

anything defining it beyond the sheer presence of its 
undeniable weight over the threads of reality 
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in longing: 

the cell of the hermit 

opening up to swallow 

the earth above and below 

collapsing in a singular point 

or, looking the other way 

the gates opening for those willing 

to enter the place that was not for others 


nor for us 
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ALIE9 


fairy toothpaste 
placed on my eyes 
and ears 


a chilling sensation on each of my extremities 


-( dozen - a mile long - each 
protruding from the arms 


of an humanotd form ) 


 —$—$—$— See 
i+-was—meitwasme_itwasme once 


————>>————S—SSSS aaa 
memories of walking barefoot in the sand 
itis not me who is consumed nor it is me who consumes: 


I rest in the space absent form cognition 


everything around me feels like a memory 
if a memory could have ears and 

eyes and chitter silently vel loudly 
enough for me to 


hear the rising rising 

now descending 

now stable: 

sound of a hundred buzzing organisms 
some real - some unreal 

some not organisms at all 

except by the definition of organism 
only explainable as such: 


neither here nor there 
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it is not a matter of what she is or 
how we got there 

except for a reasonable shape 
made of dew 

which disappeared in the estate 
of a concert in a room 

before I could have written it 
giving it permanence and thus 
eternity in front of itself 

but not in front of time 

itself 


inward 
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TIME: 


- the annoying host 

- the diabolical mechanical operator 
repetition the contract, the exchange 
that gives time enough for it to feel 
complete, at ease 

and enough to never gnaw back at us 
mouth quivering in distaste 

mouth shivering, revealing 

fanged expressions and 

proportions abnormal except when considered in their context 
absence of space 


inward 
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SPACE: 


- the unimagined form that moves us forward and springs us 
forward 

and sleeks us forward in a way that 
is not at all comprehensible 

nor 

complete 

it just is 

and sometimes it plays tricks on us 
but more often it amazes us with 
the shuddering 

shimmering 

excretory lights 

that move from hilltop to hilltop 

- being nothing but our 

desecreted 

desecretory perception of ourselves 


recognize the shape that we 
assume in the absence of shape 
in the absence of time 

in the absence of ourselves 


the lighthouse and the maimed pet 
both watching 
wary 


and circumspect 


II 


d’ygwah 


#8 (UNTITLED) 


dryness is not a state 
it’s where the tip of the arrow points to 
when you have no more targets 
circular flow into you 
the fountain silent for years 


a path in sand and nothing, nothing else 
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at 


there is no ——— 


COGNITIVE RESTRUCTURING COMPLETE. 
INITIATING THE BONA-FIDE PROCEDURE 


milling gray fields 

doves in suspension far above 

far beneath 

worms and worm-like alike 

compressed 

compelled not to rise 

a depth beneath the two 

conceptual, even more than 

pyhsical 

and as the doves froze 

impossibly still in the grey sky 

we feel the difference 

we fill the difference 

with everything that our mouths 

can chew and produce 

if not in substance, at least in imaginative power 
- ghosts over a monument 

to the knowledge of the structure that lies beneath 


everything we consider 
certain 


not false 
mostly meaningful 
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#6 (UNTITLED) 


a projectile 
running at every speed 


a mountain 
ever crashing downward 
immensely slow 


a falcon, bird/jet 
unorthodox marriage ring 


a trace carved in stone 
a trajectory with an insect life 
a path into union 
onto 
every shape falling into pieces 
every piece falling into place 
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FI 


A million miles away but inside your homestead 
Centuries ago was yesterday at noon 

| or was it yesteryear 

|| serving cupcakes to lizards 

||| drawing expression on faces? 


Things dissolve in random, peculiar ways 

and for how much I try I cannot stress enough that it’s not the summer 
air around me, nor the breaching gaps beyond me 

nor the desire for closure and closeness 


that moves me in random - seldom - ways 


it’s the pear and the apricot tree 

it’s the embrace you can no longer trust and the absence of feeling 
around you 

lost in the shape of impermanence and the silence 

that still resounds 

like a bell in the empty valley 

echoing a fundamental difference that can never amount to nothing 


it dries and forms a patty of meaninglessness and 


sheer hatred, but no matter how silent 
we are, how dry we are 
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-NO 


not again. It’s not cheering that I search today. In the thread that 
connects the dots the opposition 1s lost and everything amounts to a still, 
red cloud. 

Sever the tie and dry up the blood in the sun: the season 1s fecund and 
fungal and floridly ready for a cut in the shape of a cross 

the star-sign of a mended bruise 

the anesthetic symbol of nothing much 

which amounts to everything 

which leads down to the smallest amount one cannot avotd to perceive 
but cannot divide, nor reject 

for rejecting it would be to reject the eye that watches itself 


or 15 tt just the least complex option 


and we can move along, as far as we possibly can from our own view 


lost in the shape of absolute impermanence? 
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em. WH, 


Transmigration is the illusion of being reborn in a new body 
every time we scatter our habits through choices. We do not change, 
and our mind remains scattered; evolution and perfecting exist, 
imperceptible as the passing of time or intense as the overly intense 
drama, but still the steps moving forward into renewal are indeed 
in the weaving of past fragments, and in the occasional lack of meaning. 


We were left the same as before, but rearranged in a different or- 
der, even by the tiniest change, movement in disguise: a soft scar, a 
mark by the rays of a brighter sun. It calls, a voice whispering in your 
ear, as wind through the fallen leaves or the buzzing of bruising crowds: 


a rounded drama, slowly rising into absolute paradox: 


{LAM-NOT-AM-Bb 


it breaks, it pushes forward 
you, screaming, in the new dawn 


a late arrival to the night’s shifters party 


time falters 
time stops 
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-HIATUS- 


Discreet light, empty room, silent people, 
concentration, lie, silent law, unsilenced thought, 
fight, wrong, desire, move, accident, escape, 
isolation. Trees. Resignation. 

Waiting waiting waiting waiting 
waiting waiting waiting waiting 


-HIATUS- 
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Do answers hold any value? Were questions meaningful in the first 
place? Your eyes define your world, but the master in your brain moves 
the string of your vision and 
you suddenly are somewhere else, someone else. Did the door creak so 
loudly yesterday? Was your parents’ other son male or female? Was this 
your house at all? 

As meaning shifts in the opposite direction and life becomes a 
hysterical alternation of lower instincts, we don’t desire else we don’t 
deserve else 
than what we can break with our bare hands 
hurt with our sole tongue 
and destroy with a single smile 
or the absence of it 
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For if you fear the life you live is based on weak foundations, nothing 
is more valuable than being able to destroy the foundations them- 
selves. Every thought you can unmake - conviction you can turn 
in contradiction - strength to be turned in weakness: all those sac- 
rifices can be wept and kept in the depth of the well. Didn’t you 
want truth, my dear? O dearest heart of a child, eye of a maiden; you 
learned that truth is transparency and transparency just exposition 
of all the worst parts of us. And still you run into the arms of the 


most commons lies, unwarm, unbound, ever free. 


Is affection the problem? Is it a problem at all? 

I doubted it (I fought it) but still I can’t feel complete, if not in the 
hearts of people that are holding candles for my sins; and I may be 
wrong about them, but what can I earn from this? Nothing I believe. 
Better to believe and learn through suffering what an error is 

what evil is 


what your fear will hold tomorrow against you 


against me. 
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I1> 


a memory of > 
"running away to the hills" 
note a shape but a feeling 
liberation through repression 
in the shape of the un-cross 


a memory of > 
rising towards a light 
away - obscene - obsolete 
freed from an uneducated guest 


an exterior desire 


a memory of > 
a new order in the making 
the rule of kings shaped through 
reaction 


to repression 


a memory of > 
a memory of 
a memory of 
a map 
from memory 


to meaning 


at 
UNDONE IN THE SHADE OF IMPERMANENT THINGS 
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SEQ | MOLD 


« I will be a sentient expression of my own being » 


although not being the same thing a body is 
is as complex as it seems to be 


—mon semblable,—mon frére 


and I do not hope to turn back 


nor 


the see again the stars and the starring skies and think: 


"T am done, alas, for again I have given up on 
sorrow and forgot my masters: for my masters 
are my Sins and my regrets, and as any beloved 
disciple I have carved a home in their stone 
bodies with my bare hands, and taught myself 
that happiness is hard to believe in and costly 
to realize. But was I sincere? Or was I the 
expression of another being, a symbol of time 
and space named after my own shadow? For my 
life is confined in the lands of memory and my 
own sincere image is nothing but an illusory 
memory of the past. I am what I was not, or I 
lost what I could have become? The logic could 
run in any direction like a decapitated chicken, 
but it would still be dead - a meaningless 
body, collapsing before its own discrepancies. 
Do I need to know? Do I want to know? And 
more than anything, the only real fear I hold 
close to me, while it whispers secrets to my 
shadow: don’t I know the answer already?" 
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Cue curtains: the stars starring, mouthful stirring, sounds of bodies 
beating. Fantasy’s own symbol is its unpredictable expression, and in 
its own meaninglessness I have found a reason to be and not to be 
done with this. A doubt called, never to rise. For the whole statue of 


meaning is devoid of symbols, and it’s been laid bare of any form by 
my vandalistic curiosities: 


- find your voice - 
call for your own deeds 
be the answers you search 
- never to wait again - 
— for another sun — 
— to set on your behalf — 
- AERYA, ASPHENIA, ASTAR - 


revel in light 
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FORE: WORD 


« Logic unfolds -- meaning becomes obsolete. » 

Harsh words? No, old and tainted formulas moving through time and 
thought, only to express disdain for what reality offers. 

Chemicals? CHECK 

Repetition? CHECK 

Boredom? CHECK 


Dedication is only felt as the herald of imperfection, the delicate veil of 
sco placed seexn—places over your eyes. 


You will not survive - 


nor this, nor any of your past lives. 


A new child, always born from forms of your own, made in the 
image of your own, doomed by the faith of your own. Transfer of sins 
inconclusive and meaningless - sin a false concept: the destiny you 
ought to, the faith you received; these are the gift the child will see. 


Drowning again in endless pain, 
< the meaning of this could make you insane > 


learning what can be gained: the road forgotten - you forgot - walked 
again and again, and so forth. No way to stop the passage through the 
river __; a way chosen beyond thought, heritage of a lost and bored 
god 

< you | your hearth | your blood > 
and no way to end, nowhere to go. 
Sundom, Moondom, Stardom: in the absent and indifferent light 
you bask and ask "am I made to feel? Am I to fall?”. No words will come, 


no illumination: the answer hidden in your frustration, the absolute 


absence of knowledge. 


< damage can’t be prevented 
it can only be reinvented > 


2.4 
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No memory rewritten, no fear escaped; bask in your reflections and 


- be dead. Again, the cycles won’t end. For you 

are the indifference you have for your own head: no 
exit, no dread, no torment. 

Go ahead. Any road taken follows the same course, 
the end as much a remorse as a new objective; 
deflect the concept cenceptien of repetition; feel 
read. Ways to come out of your body - they will 


come, but you won’t be able to abandon it all: 


the destiny of consciousness 


is to perpetuate dread. 


So come again - scarred by imaginary battles - 
learn to fettle - feel so reckless you could die. 
You’?1l survive - 


A broken smile in the irony of eternal night; fake light revealing 
true sight. Exit will come in time, and you'll fly where nothingness lies 
but not tonight. 

Sleep tight, young lover; 


the day is over. 
- Shower of gold 
blood 


runs 
slower - 
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the clock turns on itself 
the climax comes undone 

all suns shining at once 

now you’re complete - gone 


3 
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